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A Stitch in Time 


Rdo rje dpal 'byor 


When I was seven, I lived with my parents in my community's farming 
section. It was harvest time, and most of the villagers were busy. 
However, my family had finished reaping wheat from our fields two 
days earlier. Locals customarily take turns helping each other harvest, 
but I played with other kids. I was about one meter tall, had short curly 
hair, a round face, red cheeks, a light-colored face, dark eyes with 
double eyelids, and thick eyebrows. I wore a suit my mother had made, 
a cap with a red star above the visor, and handmade sheepskin shoes. 
Everyone thought I was a boy. I was mischievous, outgoing, often 
laughed, but I was also short-tempered. 

On this particular morning, while I was somewhere between 
asleep and awake, I struggled to wake up and was only vaguely aware 
of my parents chatting with each other. Mother called me to get up. 
She had put barley flour and milk tea with butter in my bowl and also 
had prepared steamed buns. Steam was still drifting over the buns, 
fresh out of the pot. "I made your favorite bread this morning," she 
called out as she went into the courtyard to churn milk. 

After breakfast, I went into my family's small garden to play 
with a Barbie doll. Sensing that someone was approaching me, I 
glanced up. It was my Aunt Ste be, who was holding a sickle. I was so 
excited I hugged her. She then suggested, "I'm going to your uncle's 
field to help harvest. Do you want to go with me? It's interesting in the 
fields." 

I was pleased to hear that, but I was afraid Mother would not 
give permission. Finally, with Aunt's persuasion, Mother agreed and 
cautioned, "Don't be naughty!" 

I promised her I'd be obedient and happily left. When we 
passed through the gate of my home, I saw my neighbor driving his 
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single-axle walking tractor hitched to a trailer in circles on a threshing 
ground covered with rapeseed. His son, Lhu rig, was sitting on the 
trailer, obviously enjoying himself. I wanted to join Lhu rig on the 
trailer and play with him. I thought it would be fun. So I told Aunt I 
didn't want to go to my uncle's field anymore. She then spoke to my 
neighbor, who agreed I could stay. I climbed onto the trailer where Lhu 
rig and I played joyfully. 

We were having a nice time when suddenly I felt a piercing pain 
in my right hand that had got caught between an electric pole and the 
tractor for just a second. I panicked when I saw my hand was bleeding. 
I cried loudly and yelled, but my neighbor didn't hear. Lhu rig was 
quiet and didn't move, nor offer to help. Maybe he was shocked by all 
the blood. I was suffering badly. My hand had almost been cut into two 
parts between my middle and ring fingers. There was a lot of blood. I 
was frightened, but I had no idea what to do. Again I shouted and then 
cried as the pain worsened. I shook. I couldn't stand it. My neighbor 
still hadn't noticed anything. The tractor was very noisy. I angrily stood 
up in the trailer and went where he was seated. I wanted to stretch my 
hand out in front of him, but I didn't. Instead I continued shouting and 
crying and then jumped off the trailer. 

I heard Mother calling me. She came quickly and was shocked. 
"What's wrong with your hand?" she asked repeatedly. 

At last, the neighbor stopped driving and stared at me. 

"What did you do to my daughter's hand?" Mother demanded 
again and again. He didn't say a single word. Mom then took me home 
and wrapped my hand in cloth. As Father was absent, and there was 
no local clinic, Mother called Aunt's husband and asked him to take us 
to the clinic in Bya mdo Township by motorcycle. It was fifteen 
kilometers away, and I was in severe pain. 

Once we arrived, two women doctors examined my hand and 
said something in Chinese that I didn't understand. Then, holding a 
needle, one approached me. I was terrified and cried. I tried to escape, 
but I couldn't. Two women held me down and injected me with an 
anesthetic to allow my wound to be sewn up without pain. I was not 
allowed to watch during the procedure. The anesthetic worked as I 
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didn't feel much pain. When I eventually saw my hand again it was 
wrapped in gauze. Mother stayed with me. I now realize how worried 
she must have been, but I didn't know nor care at the time. 

When we got back home, Mother put a mat on the porch for me 
to sit on. She made noodles with mutton and fed me. Tears flowed from 
my eyes. I ate a few noodles, and although Mother insisted I have more, 
I couldn't as I had no appetite. 

Father suddenly arrived and was very anxious. I wept again. I 
felt so weak. After a short while, I saw Aunt coming, and began sobbing 
again. I couldn't control myself. My heart had melted. 

The worst thing was that I then had to be put on an intravenous 
(IV) drip for three terrifying days. The next day, Father and I went to a 
larger township. Many patients had IVs in that clinic. Father was very 
familiar with the doctor, who was a monk. After Father had described 
my situation, a nurse brought a needle. Another needle! I was so afraid 
I scrambled under the bed. "My dear daughter, please come out! You 
won't suffer from pain. I'll buy your favorite snacks and toys after the 
injection," pleaded Father. 

I felt a little better hearing that, but I was still afraid of the 
injection. Finally, I had the injection. We stayed in my Aunt's home in 
the township town for three days until the treatment ended. 

Seven days later, my parents took me back to the clinic to have 
the stitches removed. Even my grandparents and one of my aunts came 
to the hospital to be with me. A female doctor led Father and me to a 
room where Father held me tightly in his arms as the stitches were 
taken out. In absolute terror, I screamed, "You are all merciless! Don't 
you have sympathy? Please don't do this to me." 

Although I didn't feel much pain, I yelled again and again 
because I was terrified. Several months later, my wound had healed, 
but my little finger wouldn't move easily. Scars are still obvious. 

This accident powerfully affected me. I became quite fragile 
and soft-hearted and easily wept when encountering any sentimental 
event. This is my most striking early childhood memory. 
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Tibetan Terms 


bya mdo g'&Sj 
Hu rig 

rdo rje dpal 'byor 


tshe b+he 
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